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A DRAMATIC FAIRY TALE. 



Note. — The plot of the following drama is founded npon a Fairy 
tale in Grimm's collection, entitled Jorinda and JorindeL The intro- 
dnction of the Flower Spirit was suggested by a charming little 
poem, published many years ago in the London Magazine ; a part of 
which is quoted, viz. the address of the Flower Spirit to Oeraldine. 



9tvMM Kepresenud. 



Gerald, a Touth, 

Anoeliha, the Mother of Gerald. 

Geraldiive, an orphan Maid, (betrothed to Gerald,) 

AGlAWT 

Two Witches. 
The Flower Spirit. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Garden. 
Gerald and Geraldinb discovered arranging a bower, 

Gerald. Art thou not weary ? Let us rest awhile. 

Geraldine. In truth I must. The sultry heat of noon 
Had scaroely waned ere we commenced our task. 
So that I am tired too soon. 

Ger. Then let it be ; well finish it to-morrow. 
Come, we will sit upon this mossy bank, 
And watch the setting sun as he descends 
Upon the bosom of the placid lake. 
See how he gilds the water with his beams, 
And as he hastens to its pure embrace, 
Mark how each ripple on the lucid wave 
Brightens with life and gladness. So have I seen 
The pretty dimples on a maiden's cheek. 
When hope's bright promise pants within her breast, 
Deepen and glow with soft and blushing joy. 

Geraldine. What pretty maiden hast thou watch!<L 'ss^ 
fondly? 
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Nay, tell me, Gerald — my foolish heart betraya 
Unwonted fears — say — Dost love another ? 
Oh, look not on me with that cruel smile, 
While my heart trembles to its inmost core^ 
But speak ; delay not, for I fain would know 
What pretty maiden thou hast watch'd so fondly. 

Ger. Sit by me, then I'U teU thee. Ha ! 
Thou flutt'rest like a bird but newly caught. 
Come closer yet, that I may wind my arm 
About thy waist, and soothe thee into calmness. 

Geraldine. False one ! Now, then, tell me. 

Ger, Canst thou not gue8»? 

Geraldine, If my guess were sure to prove a true one, 
I know whom I should name. 

Ger. Who ? 

Geraldine, Why' 

She who loves you best. Now 'tis your turn 
To guess. 

Ger. If by such token: I might venture 
To disclose my hopes, shall I own at once, 
That haply I have seen thine own sweet &oe^ 
My Geraldine, expand with genial smile. 
When, after long delay and cruel absence^ 
Thou'st watch'd my hast'ning steps as I advanced 
To meet thee. Then I have thought thou lov'st me. 

Geraldine, Do not mock me, Gerald ; for if I lack 
^e skill, which those more practised have, to hide 
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Their heart's true feeling 'neath the cunning veil 
Of seeming pride or cold indifference, 
^Tis that my happy life has pass'd with friends, 
Kind friends, who never yet by careless jest 
Or ill-timed merriment, forced such constraint 
Upon me. Disguise and Msehood only 
Dwell where fear abides and timorous distrust. 
Forgive me for that momentary doubt ; 
I know thou never wilt deceive me, love. 

Ger. If ever I betray thy gentle trust, 
Or mock thy pure affection, let me be 
Hated and scom'd by all that's good and true ! 
Ha ! — ^now thou smil'st again, and sunbeams play 
Upon the mirror of the beauteous lake. 

Geraldine, Talk not so idly. — That glorious orb. 
With all its fine array of floating clouds 
Bumish'd with gold, whose bright and piercing beams 
Not only sparkle in the lake, but shed 
O'er all the landscape tints of glowing lustre ; 
Oh ! such a sight suggests &r higher themes 
Than a poor maiden's smile. 

Ger, What themes 1 

Tell me, my Geraldine, dost dream 
Of airy castles, gorgeous palaces. 
And gems of dazzling hue ? 

Geraldine. My thoughts mount up beyond those radiant 
cloudst 
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Which seem bright poi*tals to the realms of bliss ; 
Until I long for power to wing my way 
To that pure land where angels hold communion, 
And tune their harps to heavenly melody ; 
Where darkness never dwells, but light supreme, 
Ineffiible, streams from the throne of Him 
Who sitteth in the midst, whose grace and power 
Hath placed His &ithfrd ones in that loved home. 

Ger, Art thou not happy here? Oh ! this fair world 
Hath many fond desires and lofty dreams, 
That bid th' aspiring soul awake to deeds 
Of glory, and of fiune, that never die ! — 
Thou carest not for these ? well, let them go ; 
Yet there are calmer joys, my Greraldine, 
Which Nature, in her loving bounty, yields 
To all true hearts that worship at her shrine. 
And with a pious eye observe the Hand 
Of Providence benign in all her works. 
Then, sweetest, we are yoimg, and life is new. 
The joyous sense of being hath a spring 
Of pure delight Ah I would'st thou then forego 
Those pleasing hopes that gather round the heart. 
Ere life hath realized one happy dream ? 

Geraldine, Almost thou woo'st me to the earth again ! 
For pleasures such as these I could defer 
E'en the delights of heav'n : did I not feel 
That thejr are earnests of those higher joya, 
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But &dntly imaged forth, which we shall know 
Hereafter. 

Ger. Stay, one plea I still must urge, — 

Is my affection set at nought by thee ? 

Geraldine, Oh no, it is most precious. — I have heard 
That in the union of two loving hearts 
There is a mystery which shadows forth 
A holier bond. 

Ger. Then may we not rejoice 

In the fuU confidence of feith and hope ? 
For love like ours hath no unworthy thought 
To mar its virtue, sacred — ^inviolate. 
It is that " spiritual coupHng of two souls," 
Which our first parents, ere they smn'd and fell 
From innocence, felt in their state of bliss. 

Geraldine, So may it ever be ; virtuous as fond, 
Pure as unchangeable in weal or woe : 
Then we may hope our love will be etemaL 
Delightful thought ! that when this life is o'er, 
And the cold grave hath closed o'er all we love, 
That we shall meet again in those fair realms 
Where injury cannot come, happiness 
Knows no alloy, and truth for ever dwells. 

Ger, Oh ! let us cherish that most blessed hope. 
It kindles in my heart a new desire 
To merit still thy pure unfailing love. 
Arms it to conquer the impedimj^nt^ 
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Which frail and sinM nature would oppose 
To unassisted virtue's weak defence. 
And let us bear in mind, Eye hath not seen, 
Ear hath not heard, the joys which are prepai'ed 
For those who in true &ith and holy fear 
Obey the law divine, which He hath left 
Who came to save us from a world of sin. — 
Here comes my mother; she is seeking us ; 
We'll go to meet her. 

Scene II. — Enter Angelina. 

Aug, Where have you been, my children? Far and ne 
Have I been seeking you with anxious mind, 
And am rejoiced to find you ; for I fear'd 
You might have stray'd too near the dreaded path 
That leads to yonder castle; within whose 
Charmed circle, if once your feet intrude. 
Dangers unknown await you. — Pray take heed. 

Ger. You see we have not wander'd far from home- 
Banish your fears, dear mother, and believe 
That we shall heed your counsels. — Trust us more. 

Ang. I know you 're docile and obedient. 
Yet still I fear the thoughtlessness of youth 
Might lead you into danger, if not wam'd. 
^^^: Dangers unknown are aeVdoi£Li"e»f ^\N?\i<$i\i>s^^ 
Are abunn'd according to their ^oxt\i \ \i^ ^\i^\^ 
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Conoeal'd with silent mystery — I long 
To brave the danger of discovery. 
15 then, your fears are not unfounded, say 
What doom awaits us should we disobey 1 

Aug. Gerald ! I fondly hoped your mother's word 
With you would need no warrant for its truth. 
Have I deceived you ever ? — Be not rash ; 
Let not a will perverse and proud, mislead 
Your nobler nature. 

Ger, Pardon my folly ; 

Forgive my froward temper. Be assured 
111 urge no more this rude, unwelcome theme. 

Ang. All is forgiven. But let this content you, 
Lest youthful curiosity o'ercome 
Your firm resolves, thus much will I reveal. — 
Within those &.tal walls a Giant dwells, 
Of mighty power ; whose evil influence 
Extends to all who come within the bounds 
Of his dominion. This is limited 
To the enchanted circle which surrounds 
The castle. Within that dread enclosure 
If any youth or maiden dare to go. 
That moment they are in the Giant's power. 
Become the victims of his &,tal spells, 
Are subject to all kinds of direful ills, 
Or tempted into crimes of deepest dye. 
• Geraldine. Should accident, mischance, or sudden fear 
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Betray our footsteps thither, would the Giant 
Then have power to hurt us ? 

Ang, Not so much; 

But still the danger would be great, for he 
Is ever on the watch to catch the unwary ; 
Throws out a thousand artful lures to tempt 
The heedless, or seduce the innocent. 

Ger, He should not cheat me with his treacheroufi 
Nothing but force should bend me to his wilL 

Ang. Be not too confident, my son. 
Nor trust your own unaided power to quench 
The potent charms his wicked arts invent 
Should wilful boldness or contempt of ill 
Prompt you to trespass on forbidden ground, 
Be sure your punishment would match your sin. 

Geraldine. Dear madam, you have often said thai 
Obedience aud discretion guide our course. 
No harm can overtake us. Good angels 
Then will guard our way, keep us from every ill. 
And lead us into paths secure and safe. 

Ang. 'Tis true, my child These precepts bear in 
And trust to the kind providence of Him 
Who cherishes the younglings of His flock 
With tender pity and protecting love ; 
No evil thing shall then have power to harm. — 
Now let us home return. The day has closed. 
And ev'ning throws her mantle o'er the earth.^ [i^ 
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Scene III. — Area before the Castle. — Midnight, 

Enter the Giant. 
Giant. What ho ! ye midnight hags, come forth, I say. 

Enter Two Witches. 

Giant Now is your only time to peep abroad ; 
'Twould fright the gladsome day to look upon 
Such monstrous screech-owls. E'en the shades of night 
More dusky grow. The pale moon hides her head. 
And murky clouds put out the radiant stars, 
When ye do wander forth. How now, Harpies % 

Ist W. What would our potent master? 

Giant. Hast thou prepared thy spells and chanxus, 
Thou subtle breeder of all harms? 

\st W. 1 have — I have. They 're ready now ; 
Then meet me not with scowling brow. 

Giant. And thou, beldame, what hast got. 
To mingle in the charmM pot ? 

MW. Master, I have done my best 
To obey your high behest. 
Over rock, and over fell, . 
In woody copse and shady dell. 
Herbs I've cuU'd, and reptiles found. 
That fatten in the moist dank ground. 
Poisonous weed, and venom'd snake, 
These a powerful charm will make. 
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Giant, Well done, Witches ! — Now begin ; 
Round the caldron dance and sing, 
And about it as you go. 
In your cunning mischiefe throw. 

Witches' Song. 

Black spirits and white, red spirits and grey, 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may. 
Aroimd, around; about, about; 
All ill put in, all good keep out. 

Ist W. Here's the leg of the yelping dog 
That bit me when I stole the log. 

2d W, He went mad. Here 's some of his foam ; 
I took good care to bring it home. 

let W, Here 's the heart of a poison'd rat 

Id W, Oh put in that ! oh put in that ! 

1st W, Here 's the juice of hemlock rank, 
That peeps from out the sedgy bank. 

2d W, This is the spawn of a croaking frog ; 
I found it in the marshy bog. 

\st W, That will do, make up the spell, 
Throw in the rest and mix it well 

WiJtche% move round, singing, 

Black spirits, &g, &c. 

Giant. Silence, ye screaming hags ! I've work in hand 
WJU serve your turn. Mischief most brave and rare. 
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Which must be done with speed, and if well done, 
Will make you clap your wither'd hands with joy ; 
For with choice gifts will I reward your pains, 
And an ye prosper you shall share the gains. 

Witches, Hurra ! hurra ! Let 's know your will, 
Whether to steal, or bum, or kill, 
We will your dire commands fulfil. 

Giant, Thou say'st welL — Now listen and obe y. 
Hard by, there dwell a maiden and a youth, 
Betroth'd unto each other in the bonds 
Of virtuous love. They walk abroad secure. 
And ever shun the boundary of the ca&tle. 
Be it your care to tempt the maiden hither, 
That I may dutch her in mine iron grasp, j 
And carry her beyond her lover's reach. 
To you I'll leave the youth. But take good care 
To cast your spells about him. Let him not move 
Till I have borne the maiden far away ; 
Then, if he's rash enough to follow on. 
And come within the limits of our ground, 
Why, use him as you list, and try your arts 
To urge him into danger and despair. 

Witches, The charm is now begun, 

And ere to-morrow's set of sun, 
The business shall be done. 

Giant Away, away, no longer stay. 
For yonder peeps the dawn oi Aa-j. \E»««vi?px, 
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ACT 11. 

Scene I. — Morning — near {kt Enchanted Castle. 
Enter Gerald and Gbraldine. 

Ger. I feab, love, we have wandered &r from home, 
For I no longer mark the ruin'd tower 
That serves us aB a beacon to retrace 
Our homeward steps. 

Geraldine, Let's go a little further. 

Tm sure I heard soft music not &r hence, 
Sweetly it sounded in the fresh dear air. 

Ger. That path is dangeroua It brings us near 
The precincts of the castle. Let us not 
Pursue our pleasant ramble further ; 
That sunny path beckons our truant steps 
Far beyond the appointed bounds. What danger 
Then attends our erring course ! 

Geraldine. Listen! Gerald. 

[i/tMic i8 heard; as it proceeds, she goes nearer and 
nearer to the enchanted circle. — ^Gebald stands 
abstracted,] 
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Song. 

Draw near, draw near, draw near, 
Fair virgin, do not fear. 
But come, oh, come away. 
Where you siiall dance and play 
The livelong day. 

Fond youth, now, hither come, 
And with thy loved one roam 
Those groves and valleys feir. 
For neither grief nor care 
Shall enter there. 

Then welcome, happy pair. 
Your lives together share 
In pleasure's mazy round. 
Where mirth and music sound 
And joys abound. 

Oeraldine, How soft the so\md floats on the ambient air 
Fntrancing all the soul. Sure nothing ill 
Could utter notes so sweet ! I must go on, 
A few more steps will bring me to the place 
Whence the voice issues. I can soon return. 

\She steps tvithin ike circle. The CHant rushes <nU and 
seizes her. Her shriek rouses Gerald, he runs 
towards the circle, a« he steps upon it he is fixed 
to the spot. The Witches appear, and move round 
him singing : — 
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" Till the prisoner's fast 
And her doom is cast, 

There stay, oh stay. 
When the charm is around her. 
And the spell has boimd her. 

Hie away ! Away !" 



[They vanvk 



Ger. If ye have any pity, come again 
And tell me where, oh ! where is my lost love. 
Bind me with chains of iron, or torture me 
With all the arts your malice can invent, 
But give me back my poor lost Geraldine. — 
Alas ! they heed me not. I plead in vain — 
Ha ! — ^they have set me free. Ill follow on. 

[ Witches return singing. 
Follow on, follow on, 
Follow on and find her ; 
No longer stay, but haste away, 
Ere the Giant bind her. 

\They vanish, 
Ger. I come, I come. Should bars of adamant 
Oppose my entrance, I'd break through them alL — . 
Alas ! — ^What do I say ? — I dare not go. 
It is the path of disobedience. 
And if I follow it, all will be lost ! 

[A voice is heard, at a distance, and on the oppasik 
side to where the Wiiche% enAered, TefpeaXvn;g : — 
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Voice, All will be lost ! 

Ger. Methought I heard e'en now a still small voice 
Whisper the warning words, " All will be lost." 

Voice. All will be lost. 

Ger. Again the sound startles my listening ear ! 
What can it be 1 — ^A moment let me pause. — 
It may be that my scatter'd senses err, 
Bewilder'd by this dire catastrophe. — 
What shaU I do ? — My own sweet Geraldine, 
Alas ! I should but heighten thy despair, 
Were I to rush thus madly into danger 
Without the power to save myself or thee. 
But must I then return ? 

Voice. Ketum, return. 

Ger. Once more that gentle sound &Ils on mine ear, 
And awes my senses with its thrilling power, 
Still echoing the voice of conscience. — 
I wiU obey it. — Courage to persevere 
In the right path can coimteract the powers 
Of evil, more surely than defiance. 
Sweet Greraldine ! 'tis thus 111 rescue thee. 

Voice. 'Tis thus I'll rescue thee. 

Ger. Now 'tis the voice 

Of hope, and gives me promise of assistance ! 
L wiU return — ask counsel of my mother. 
Some means her best experience may devise 
To help my feebleness. The ai4 oi'B.^aN^tv. 

c 
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We will invoke— that's never sought in vain. 

Voice, Never sought in vain. 

Ger, E'en so, 'tis true ! T must obey the voice 
That prompts me to my duty, and return. 

Voice. Return. 

Ger. Sweet Genddine — a little while, farewell ! 
Shortly I will come back with better hope. 
Meanwhile may Heaven shield thee from all ill, 
Sustain thy fainting soul and guard thee welL [Exit, 



Scene II. — An apartmerU in Angelina's haiue, 

Angelina discovered seated, Gerald reclining at her feet. 

Ang, Take comfort yet, my son, and weep no more. 
Be sure some way will presently be found 
To dissipate the darkness of despair. 
Despondency in grief becomes not one 
Whose manly fortitude was proof against 
Temptations strong — surged by the powers of eviL 

Ger. Never again shall I behold her. No 
More in converse sweet, and fond endearment, 
Shall we two tread together the same paths 
Of smiling happiness and careless joy. 
I could have died for her and deem'd my lot 
Most blessed ; but to lose her thus without 
One struggle-— oh ! 'twas cowardly and base 
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So to abandon her — a prey to wretchedness 
And wild despair — ^most miserable — 
I wiU go back. — Oh let me perish there, 
Rather than live the wretched thing I am. 

Ang. Stay, Gerald ! If you go, ruin will follow. 
Do not lament the past; rather be thankfiil 
That you were able to escape the snare 
Which so insidiously was spread for you. 
Involved in the same calamity 
What succour could you give to Geraldine % 
But now, you're free ; your wiU imfetter'd ; 
Your conscience clear from the transgression 
That might have forfeited the help of Heaven. 
With such preponderance of good o'er evil, 
Why should your spirit quail ? Let hope return, 
And banish sorrow from your suflTring breast. 

Ger, Oh, mother ! I am very, very weak ; 
I know not what I ought to do. Heaven 
Guide me ! 

Aug, Oh, doubt it not AU wiU be well ; 
Heaven never fails to bring relief 
To the unfortunate, who fidthful prove. 
Go in and seek repose. To-morrow's dawn 
May comfort, bring we little reck of now. 

Ger, I'll try to think so, and await the mom. 

Ang, Goodnight. May sweet repose, and igoa.RfclNiS.x^'^, 
Refresh your wearied spirits. Ooo^ «c^<^ 



{ 
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Shield tlice with their heavenly wings, and keep 
Thcc safe from evil. Good night. God bless thee ! 

[Ilxeunt 



Scene III. — Before the Giant's Castle. 
Enter Two WiTOHEa 

'2d W. Hist, sister, hist ! The Giant is near. 
He comes this way, and I do fear 
His threatening aspect. Shall we ride 
Up in the air, and there abide 
Until the maiden's doom be cast, 
And his direful wrath is past 1 

1st W. Nay, sister, nay. Well stay on earth. 
For we must dread no mortal's wrath. 
And if the last was not done well, 
"Why then we'll make another spell. 

Enter Giant. 

Giant. So you are here. Ye miserable hags t 
Where now your vaunted skill ? Your arts have fiul'd 
My purpose to fulfil. The youth has fled 
Scatheless and free. What though the maiden be 
Within our own domain, yet she is proof 
Against my subtlest wile» to \?0TV\i<et\i3KrECL\ 
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Invisible protectors hedge her round. 
Beneath whose awful power my giant strength 
Is feeble as a reed before the blast. 
Ist W, Master, be patient, and we will 

All your wishes yet fulfil ; 

Do not work the maiden harm, 

We will weave another charm, 

That shall bend her to your will. 

And our art shall triumph still. 
Giant. The time is short, and spirits are abroad 
Most hostile to our ways and purposes. 
The youth is still at large. While he is free 
He may become the means of our defeat. 
Fools that ye were to suffer his escape ! 
2d W. Oh do not fear him. Master mine, 

By certain signs I can divine 

That he comes here to-morrow night ; 

Well watch him in the dim twilight. 

And ere ev'ning shadows fall 

He shaU be your humble thrall. 
Giant, Once more I trust ye then ; but if again 
Ye do deceive me, dread my fiercest wrath j 
For vengeance dire shall flail with tenfold force 
Upon your heads, and torture you with throes 
Such as they only feel who live accursed 
Throughout all time, without the power to die. — 
And now no more until your "wox^ \a ^wl%. \J»«.^>xt>^., 
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SoBNB III. — Morning, — Angelina's Howe. 
Angelina and Gerald meetmg, 

Ang. Why, this is well. The light of hope and joy 
Hath chased away the doud that yesternight 
Hung o'er thy pensive brow. The bloom of health 
Is on thy cheek, and sorrow's stain hath fled. 
I give thee joy, and hail the happy omen. 

Ger, You may do so, for I myself am ftiU 
Of joyful hope. But listen to my tale. 
Last night, oppressed with care, weary 
And sad, thou know'st, I pass'd the midnight hours 
In tedious vigils, longing for the day. 
That I might wander forth to seek my love. 
At length, &int with fatigue, I sought my couch, 
To find, in short repose, a respite from 
The aching woe that weigh'd upon my heart, 
Albeit with little hope of gaining what 
I sought ; — ^but long I had not watch'd 
Before a gentle sleep feU on mine eyes, 
Balmy and sweet, as if an angel shed 
Its pLeful inspiration on ^ soul 
Erewhile a glorious dream came o'er my sense.-— 
A lovely form, radiant as light, yet soft 
As when it blushes in the early dawn. 
Stood by me. In her hand she held a flower : 
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Most beautiful it was, and of the hue 
Which overspreads the cloudless firmament, 
When summer reigns in fair Italia's skies. 
Within its pearly shell a dew-drop lay 
Which seem'd to glitter in the moonlight ray. 

Aug. Beautiful vision 1 Uttered it no sbimd ? 

Ger, Oh, yes. In tones as soft and musical 
As Philomel's when chanting to his mate, 
She bade me, soon as morning's light cover'd 
The wide-spread plain^ search every flowery dell 
To find a purple flower like that she held ; 
For it possess'd a virtue which could break 
All evil spells. With it I might defy 
The Giantjs power, and securely tread 
Within the dreaded precincts of the Castle. — 
That, above all, — arm'd with this magic flower, 
I might recover my lost Geraldine 1 

Ang, Transporting news ! Let .us begin the search. 

Ger. Ah, with what longing eyes did I await 
The first faint gleam that usher'd in the mom, 
And chased the tedious darkness of the night. 

Ang, Your footsteps have already brush'd the dew. 

Ger, And e'en surprised the skylark in her nest. 
The rosy finger'd mom had scarcely drawn 
The curtains of the night, ere I had paced 
The dewy plains, and scour'd the neighb'rin%lL\ttss 
And as the sun rose up and died\ia&\i!^D^ | 
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Into the darker vales, I follow'd his bright ray, 
And pierced the valley's depth. With anxiotis eya 
And cautious tread, I search'd each fiow'ry glade. 
Nor woody copse, nor secret doll escaped 
My curious gaze. Until at length, 
Hid in a nook obscure, and shelter*d from 
The ruffling wind, I found the precious flower. 
Transported at the sight, I pluck'd its stem. 
Although with careful hand, lest my rude touch 
Should shake the glittering dew-drop from its shelL 

Ang, And have you got it safe ? Where is it, Gerald ? 

Ger, I have it in my bosom. — Here it is. 
I crave your blessing first, and then I go 
To try its rarest virtue. Should Heaven 
Speed my way, I shall be blest indeed ! 

Ang, Heaven prosper thee, my son, and guide thy course 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — Before the Giant's Castle, 

Gbraldine alone, 

Geraldine, There's comfort yet. I've hitherto escaped 
The saddest doom the Giant might inflict. 
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He has not yet imprison'd me within 
The gloomy walls of his most dread abode. 
Still I can breathe the firesh pure air of heaven^ 
And put my feith in the kind aid of Him 
Whose gracious Providence protects me still. 
Alas 1 I have been disobedient, 
And justly pay the penalty of sin ; 
But while I humbly, meekly kiss the rod 
And bow my head in moumfiil penitence, 
My soul looks up with hope, and trusts that He 
Who tempers all His trials to our strength. 
Will not forsake the shorn and stricken lamb 
That stray*d with careless feet from out His fold. 

[She sees a tuft of the flower called " Forget-me-not^^ 

Geraldine. Fair flower, I welcome thee, " Forget-me-not," 
Sweet hopes and fond thou bringest to my heart. 
This lowly floweret of the vale shall be 
My " voiceless monitor" when grief and woe 
Shall tempt my murmuring spirit to despair. 
Its name, " Forget-me-not," shall be to me 
A sweet remembrancer of happier days. 
An earnest also that the friend I love». 
Will not forget me, nor abandon me. 
I cannot blame him that he follow'd not 
My erring steps, rather do I rejoice 
'rtiat he had resolution to rem.st. — 
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Sweet flower, 1*11 cherish thee, " Forget-me-not," 
And bow with resignation to my lot 

[The Flower Spirit rises from the tuft of ftowen 

addressee Gebal: 
Fl. Spi* " Thou hast come to me, thou hast come t< 
In the gloom of thy heart and thy misery, 
And never yet, or in spring-time's bloom. 
Or summer months laden with rich perfume, 
Or autumn's sunshine, or winter's rain. 
Did the wretched one hasten to me in vain. 

" Linger here till the eve has faded, 
And the sky's dark hair with stars is braided ; 
Linger here till the night is o'er thee. 
And the hills and the vaUeys lie dark before thee, 
And when three bright stars shall fell from above. 
Turn to the west and thou 'It see thy love. 

" Thou wilt hear a voice through the stillness creep 
Thou wilt mark an eye through the green leaves peep 
By a gentle step shaU the earth be prest. 
And thy head shall lie on thy Gerald's breast. 
Then thou'lt think of the spirit that loves to dwell 
Within the * Forget-me-not's' feiry cell. 

" Maiden, ferewell ! maiden, fexewell ! 
Think of the spirit that loves to dwell 
Within the * Forget-me-not's' fairy cell." 

[T?ie Flower Spirit disapj. 

* See ^ote,^. 1. 
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Geraldine, Beautiful Spirit I I will think of thee. 
How can I e'er forget thy gentle tones 
So full of hopeful happiness ? Gladly 
Will I do your bidding, and linger here 
Till night reigns silent o'er the dark'ning plains. 
I thank thee for thy gracious words, and trust 
Thou art an angel spirit sent from heaven 
To cheer my lonely heart and give me hope. — 
The glistening star that heralds in the night. 
Already shoots his lustre from the sky : 
Bright harbinger of joyful promise, hail ! 

[ While she is spedking Gerald approaches; as he comes 
nearer, three stars shoot from the ^rmam^ent, he 
appears and calls her name, she falls vpon his neck. 

Scene II. 

Ths alarum sounds at the Castle. — Gerald and Geraldinb 
escape beyond the enchanted circle, — The Giant rashes 
out, hut is arrested as he steps upon it, — The Flower 
Spirit rises up between them, and addresses the Giant. 

Flower Spirit. Monster, avaimt ! Though bold and 
mischievous, 
Boast not thy wicked spells, which have no power 
Over the good, the brave, the penitent. 
Know that whatever acts thou maj'^^t ^<5T«fc y 
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To urge mankind to error or to sin, 

They must be willing yictims ere they &I1 

Under thy impious and malignant sway. 

Whate'er thy vaunted skill, there 's One aboTe 

Can counteract its most pernicious power, 

And punish with resistless energy 

Thy crafty and malevolent designs. 

Then get thee hence, nor dare obtrude beyond 

The appointed bounds His justice doth award. 

Lest in His fiercest wrath destruction dire 

And sudden retribution overtake thee. [ISxeuni 

Scene III. — Angelina's Home. 
Enter Gerald and Geraldinb. — Angelina meeting them, 

Ang, My dearest children, welcome ! Oh, most welcome 1 

GercUdine. Alas ! I have deserved to forfeit all 
Thy tender love and fond parental care. 
And am imworthy to be called thy child. 

Ang, Oh, say not so. My heart's too full of joy 
To suffer thoughts less happy to allay 
The thrilling sense of gratitude I feel 
That my lost treasure is restored so soon. 
Gerald, your errand has been most successful. 

Ger, It has indeed. Thanks to a heavenly power ! 
The same bright form that visited my dream 
Came to our rescue when our own i^ot streuj^h 
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And feeble efforts had been powerless 
Against the malice of our dreadful foe. 
But for that aid we could not have escaped 
The vengeance of the Giant. 

GercUdine. And the same gentle being brought me hope, 
When my sad desolate heart was overwhelm'd 
With griet Mid gave me promise of thy coming. 

Ang, Let us then bless the good and gracious Power 
Who sent His guardian spirit to protect 
And bring thee safe again within His fold. 
His arm alone arrests the power of evil, 
And suffers not its empire to extend 
Over the souls of those who trust in Him 
For mercy and protection. His goodness 
Has sustained thee through this trial. Tempted, 
Not overcome ; humbled, yet not subdued, 
May you, my child, remember what has passed. 
But as a wholesome warning to direct 
Your future course, that it may henceforth be 
Guided by calm and steady circiunspection. 
And having tasted once the bitterness 
That waits upon transgression, may you for ever 
Shun the &,tal path of disobedience. 
And tread with footsteps firm the narrow road 
That leads to Virtue and to Happiness. 

[Exeunt, 



^t lairs |ittf. 



Note. — The plot of the drama is taken from a Pairy Tale in 
Grimm's collection, called " The Turnip." 
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Ventons Kevteeentelr. 



Walter Stanley, a rich Miser, 

Arthur Stanley, his Son. 

Leonard, a poor Gardener. 

Edith, hie Daughter. 

Andrew, (Leonard's /om^ Steward.) 

Giles, a Labourer. 

The Prince. 

Fairies. 

A DiEMON. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Cottage surrounded hy a beautiful garden. 

Leonard discovered at worh 
Enter Edith. 

Edith, Now, pray, dear father, do not work so hard. 
It grieves me thus to see you spend your strength 
In toilsome labour for our daily bread, 
While I do nothing for our maintenance. 
I know that I could dig. — Bo let me try. 
Meanwhile you rest yourself beneath that tree. 
And I will call you when the work is done. 
To dig this piece of ground is all that needs 
To finish the day's task. Is it not so ? 

Leon, Sweet girl, I thank you for your gentle care, 
But I would rather labour thrice as hard. 
Ere your soft and delicate limbs sho\ild^'^\ 
The penalty that man alone BYio\AA.\>e»x, 

I) 
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To me the toil is pastime ; but to you, 
Whose slender form is fragile as 'tis fair. 
'T would be most painful and laborious. 

Edith, Oh no, a willing heart could m^ke it light ; 
And would not mine be so while labouring 
For you, — ^the kindest father in the world ? 
Give me the spado, and see how well I use it. 

[She digs with much dificuU, 

Leon, (after a pause.) You were not bom for labou 
my sweet child, 
Far other lot was thine when first the light 
Of thy fair eyes shone on this darksome world ; 
Soft ease, and happy joys, and prospects bright 
Welcom'd thee then, and smiled upon thy birth. 
But sorrow came ; and anguish, that can find 
A ready entrance where the careless dweU 
Unmindftd of the Almighty liand that sends 
Mercies or punishments severe, to bind 
The wayward heart, and bend it to His wilL 

Edith. We have no cause to murmur, my dear fiither. 
Our days are pass'd in peaceful happiness 
And calm content. Kiches we covet not. 
And for our dwelling, — ^this pretty cottage. 
With its woodbine porch, I like much better 
Than yonder stately mansion, with its cold 
Desolate grandeur. 

Zeon. Ah, if I had but i\)y&t\Ci^ \ li m^ ^'inrongs 
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Could plead their cause before a righteous judge, 

How changed would be our portion. Then should you 

Lie on soft couches and be clothed m purple. 

Instead of working for a scanty meal, 

You should be nourished on dainty fare, 

Such as the wealthy and luxurious feed on. 

For we should then have houses, lands, and gold ; 

Plenty would crown our board, bounty and ease 

In lieu of hard and griping poverty. 

But I am robb'd and cheated of mine own, 

And human laws aid not the poor man's cause. 

Ediik. Then must we rest upon an Arm Divine, 
That never will forsake us, but directs 
All things for good to them that trust in it 
But do not sigh for greatness, or for wealth ; 
I'm sure they bring not happiness. 

Leon, Why not ? 

Edith. I'll tell you why I think so. — ^Yesterday, 
Ketuming from the &rm, I pass'd the gate 
Of yon lone mansion, just as its owner 
Alighted from his carriage. I saw him 
For the first time, although we dwell so near. 
He is a wither'd, wrinkled, lean old man, 
\Yith a harsh brow and melancholy fisice. 
And slow and feeble gait : and though he lean'd 
Upon the arm of one, whose noble form 
Seem'd like the oak for ^xum^^ ^xA ^\r^\KSt\*, 
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He totter'd as he walk'd. Near them a beggar 

Stood, and ask'd an alms. The rich man chid him 

With angry look, and harsh unkindly speech, 

And bid his menials drive him from his gate. — 

The beggar cursed him, and his sordid gold ! 

And as his ciu^s fell upon mine ear 

I tum'd away with quick and hurried step, 

And thought that riches, hoarded for the sake 

Of selfish ends, could not bring happiness. — 

You know, dear father, we are glad to share 

Oiu* humble meal with those who want it most ; 

And many a blessing hath the poor man left 

Upon our cottage hearth, which we would not change 

For all the splendour of that old man's home. — 

If we were rich, tve might grow selfish too. 

Leon, {abstractedly,) 'Tis very likely that we might, my 
child. 
{Aside) Ah, little doth she dream of whom she speaks. 
That old and care-worn man — he is my brother. 
My yoimger brother, — he whom I loved so well — 
Yet now the base usurper of my lands. — 
But I must still be silent, nor betray 
ISIy secret knowledge while I question her. 

Edith. You seem disturbed, my father. 

Leon. No, 'tis nothing : — 

Edith, did you not say the oVd in«ia.\^^\i^ 
l^pon the arm of one of no\Ae ioim^ 
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You observed him doubtless, and can tell me 
If age had stamped her wrinkles on his brow, 
Or if the fire of youth was in his eye. — 
You said his form was noble, and his foot 
Firm and upright, despite the other's weight. 
Had he a Graven and a coward look. 
Or was his bearing princely and courageous ? 

Edith. His glance was Kke the eagle's, and his step 
Stately and graceful, as the antler'd stag's 
That fearless roams amidst the gentle herd, 
Far from the horrid dangers of the chase. 
His countenance was beautiful, but grave. 
And as he tum'd aside with pitying look 
On tiie poor beggar that was standing by. 
His eye met mine, and then his glance was kind. 
Not cold and stem, as he had look'd before. 

Leon. You did not linger long upon the spot ? 

Edith. I saw him lead the old man towards the house, 
Then turning back, he beckon'd to the beggar 
And gave him money with a generous hand. 
If you had heard the sharp and scornful words 
Which fell, in harsh rebuke, from the rich man 
Upon that righteous act, you would, I know, 
^ave grieved, as I did, that so good a deed 
Should bring reproof on him who acted it. 

Leon. In this hard world the good are censured oft, 
And evil men bear sway with cruel power. — 
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But we will now go in. My task is done ; 
You have, I know, prepared th' ev'ning meal 

[Dtiring the above scene, Leonard prepares a plot of 

ground, and sows some seeds in it, 

[Exeunt into the cottage. 



Scene II. — Midnight — An apartment in the mansion of 

Walter Stanley. 

Enter Walter, {with slow and stealthy pace.) 

Wait. At length the house is still, and leaden sleep 
Locks all its drowsy inmates in her arms. 
I need not fear disturbance — that's some comfort. 
And though I dread the darkness, for its terrors, 
And oft find cause to wish the night away ; 
I hate the garish day, that seems to pierce 
Into the hidden purpose of my soul. 
Revealing its dread secrets. — Let me see 
That all the doors are fast. 

[He goes to the doors, holts, and places iron 

bars across them^ 
If bolts and bars 
Are to be trusted, I must feel secure. — 
Now will I venture to unlock my treasures 
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And view my precious store ; — those hoards of gold 
For which IVe barter'd all I once held dear. 

[lie removes a picture from the wall, then touches a 
spring in the panel, which Jlies back, and discovers 
heaps of gold. 

Ye glittering shining heaps ! how do I love 
To greet ye ! Are ye not my truest Mends, 
Such as will ne'er betray my fondest trust ? 
Let what will come, so that I have ye safe 
I may defy the bitterest shafts of fate. 
Ye are invincible and sure allies, 
No bribe can tempt your firm allegiance. 

[Suddenly a hideous Daemon appears amidst the gold 

What do I see 1 — The hateful wretch 
That first prevaiFd with me to sell my soul : 
Relinquish all my hopes of heaven, my feith 
In Providence, love, virtue, hosts of friends 
And all the generous feelings of the heart. 
For these pernicious baubles, — but on ye — 
Out of my sight — ^avaimt ! begone, I say ! 

[The D^MON leaps from the recess and confronts Walter. 

Dcemon. Ha, ha, ha ! Am I not welcome, comrade ? 
When you bestow'd so many loving words 
Upon those shining treasiu'es, as you call'd thern^ 
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No wonder that I thought you greeted me^ 
Who am the spirit that procured them for you. 
Let us not quarrel yet, for the same hand 
That conjured these precious metals here 
Into thy greedy coffers, can bear them 
Far away, and leave thee bare and needy 
As that poor fellow whom you spum'd away 
When yesterday he humbly ask'd your alms. 

Walt. Forbear your threats. What would you have mc 
do? 

Dcemon. Submit thee to my counsel ; and take heed 
You disobey not the commands I give. 
Keep a strict watch upon your son. I fear 
His noble nature. Let him not indulge 
In acts of virtue or beneficence. 
Train him in avaricious, selfish ways, 
Lest by some generous deed he overturn 
The schemes and purposes for which you live. 
Teach him to hate his fellows ; and beware 
You plant suspicion and distrust into 
His guileless heart, and tutor him in all 
The selfish vices of the age. 

Walt. In this I do obey you. What besides % 

Dcemon. When you've corrupted him with love of gold, 
(For that's the root from whence all evil springs,) 
Accustom him to sights of cruelty, 
Make him fiimiliar with unholy deeds 
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Of force and wrong ; stifle all pity in him. 
Then will he be ripe for direful mischief 
Such as will please the master whom we serve. 

Walt, Alas ! he's pitiful and innocent, 
And loves his poor old father, e'en in spite 
Of all my harsh commands and cruel usage ; 
But if I teach him this, he'll live to curse me. 

Dcemon. No matter. Shrink not from my stem behests^ 
Eemember too that while your brother lives 
You are not safe. Advise your son of this. 
Slander your brother, brand him as a villain. 
Hint that you're both in danger while he lives. 
Suggest the means of being rid of him. 
Then if your poisonous words sink in his heart 
As deep as we could wish, and bring forth finit. 
He'll be as fit a subject as yoiu:self 
To swell the ranks of man's arch enemy. 

Walt Do with me as you will : but spare my child. 

Dcemon. If he is virtuous, then you are ruin'd ! 
Your money bags, your precious hoards of gold. 
Will melt like ice upon a summer's day. 
And leave you poor and abject. So beware. 

Walt, Let me but keep my gold, I'll do your bidding. 

[The DjEiiom springs into the recess, touches the spring, 
and disappears behind the paneL — tScenwt. <:.Ui!w». 
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Scene III. — Moonlight. — Leonard's Garden and Cottag 

Enter Titania, Qtieen of the Fairies. 

Tit. Fairy spirits, come away, 

Come, and trip it while you may. 
See, the queen of heaven shines bright, 
Sheds aroimd her peerless light. 

Several Fairies enter. 

Tit. Come then, while the moonbeams play, 
We will dance a roundelay. 
Choose the spot, and all agree 
To frolic roimd with merry glee. 

And where'er our fairy feet 
Tread upon the flowers sweet. 
May they choicest odours fling 
Round about our fairy ring. 

Look ye where the new tum'd soil 
Shows the hand of recent toil ; 
Here then let us dance around. 
And bless the produce of the ground. 

[They all cluster round the spot and join hands. 

1st F. May the dews of heaven shed 

Bounteous influence on this bed ; 
May no mildew, blight, or worm, 
Harm the fruit, or kill the germ. 
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2d F. May the gentle zephyrs blow 
In softest breezes as ye grow ; 
May no storm or tempest break 
The tender branch or sapling weak. 

Sd F, M&j Aurora's brightest beams 

Hail thee soon as daylight gleams, 
And Apollo's mildest ray 
Meet thee at the close of day. 

Ath F, Let all nature's gifts agree 

Tq bless the fruits of industry, 
And her choicest bounties give 
To worth and virtue while they live. 

Tit, Fairy spirits, trip along, 

Now we'll end our happy song. 
For before the dawn of day 
We must each be for away. 
Through the busy daylight hours 
To hide ourselves among the flowers. 
When the sun sinks in the west, 
Then we'll leave our fairy nest, 
And again together meet 
To frolic in the moonlight sweet. 

[Exeunt 
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Scene IV. 

Where the Fairies have danced a circle ia farmed, in the 
midst of which is seen rising from the grov/nd a number 
of beautiful plants like pine-apples, the centre one in- 
creases to an immense size. — While its growth is proceed- 
ing, the m,oon sinks and the morning davms. 

Enter Giles, a labourer, unth his implements of labour, as 
if on his way to work, — He suddenly stops and gazes in 
oMonishm^ent, 

Giles, (after a pause,) Bless my stars ! What a wonderful 
sight ! I've often heard that neighbour Leonard is a very 
clever gardener, but dash my wig if ever I thought he 
could produce such a plant as that But stop a minute. 
Not so fast. Master Giles. 

[^He approaches nearer to the plants, hut slowly as if afraid. 

Giles, I do believe it's fairy work after all 1 Sure enough 
here's a fairies' ring, a mortal sign that they have been 
playing their pranks here. — 111 caU up neighbour Leonarc 
and ask him all about it. Hilloa, neighbour ! It seem 
he's still in the arms of Morpus ! as they call it. Hilloe 
It's time to get up and look about you — strange thin 
J^re come to pass, 

[Leonard appears at tKe coUag«. wv^ 
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Le(m. What's the matter, neighbour Giles 1 You are 
early this morning. 

Giles. Matter, man ! why I don't know what's the matter; 
hut there's been the deuce to pay in your garden. 

Leon. I'm sorry for it, my good fellow. I am afraid 
Farmer Scroggins's pigs have been in again, and rooted up 
my young plants. But I'll come down directly. 

\He shuts the window, 

Griles. Farmer Scroggins's pigs indeed ! I guess they 
wouldn't foot it quite so lightly as the Fairies have done. 
It's plain the man knows nothing about the matter, poor 
innocent chap. 

Enter Leonard /row the Cottage, 

Leon. Now then, what is it, fiiend Giles ? 

Griles. There, can't you see ? Why the Fairies have been 
paying you a visit, I've a notion. Look here, man ! 

Leon. Bless me ! this is very astonishing ! I only dug 
the ground and put in the seeds last night, and what 
beautiful fruit has sprung up ! Fairy work indeed ! 
Well, if this is the result of their visits, the oftener they 
com.€ the better. 

Giles. Ha, ha, ha ! They leave very different marks 
behind them to Farmer Scroggins's pigs, I should think, 
neighbour. Well, somehow I thought you'd be surprised. 

Leon, Surprised indeed ! and full of admiration. 
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GUes. Now oome. What will you do with this great big 
'un 1 If I were you I*d take it to the Prince. Fve heard 
as how he's wonderfully taken with all them sort o' things, 
and gives a deal of encouragement to them as grows fine 
'uns. It might make your fortune ! who knows 1 

Leon, I seek no better fortune than I have, 
For I have leam'd a lesson of content, 
And trust in the kind help of Providence, 
Who blesses thus my labour. But Edith 
Must witness my good fortune. She must share 
My happiness, as she hath done my toil. 
I'll go and call her. 

Giles, And I'll go and tell my young master about this 
wonderful plant. He lives up at the great house yonder, 
and he's always glad to hear of any body's good fortune. 
He'd put you in a way of getting the Prince to buy it. 

Leon. Neighbour, I thank you for yoiu* friendly wish ; 
But do not trouble your young master. 

[Eosit into the Cottage. 

Giles. Nay, but he wouldn't think it any trouble. At 
any rate he would like to see such a beautiful sights so IH 
go directly and ask him to come along with me. 

[Exit. 
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Scene V. — Entm* Andrew. 

In the garb of a mendicant^ he goes to the cottage door and 
knocks, Lgbonard itpens it. — Enter Leonard. 

Leon, Who's there 1 What dost thou seek, old man ? 
Thy feeble step and silver hairs bespeak 
The reverence and compassipn due to age, — 
What can I do for thee ? Say, would'st thou claim 
The shelter of my humble cot, wherein 
To rest your weary limbs ? — ^You're welcome.— 
Look up. Thou'rt faint and worn. Come, lean on me. 
Hast travelled feu: 1 Nay, droop not thus, but stay 
A moment here, and I will fetch thee food. 
Sit down upon this bench. 

[Leonard places him on a bench. 

And. That voic-e ! that voice ! 

Ah, from the tomb it comes ! Alas ! I dream. 
It cannot be that I should hear again 
That living voice so long'd for and beloved. 

Leon, {aside.) Surely his senses wander. Perhaps distress 
And poverty have laid their heavy yoke 
Too grievously upon him, and his brain — 

And. My gentle master ! Oft in dreams ha cQ^sasa*. 
Would that my waking senses ba4 t\i*& '^cs^et 
To realize hia presence ! But my sv^t 
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Grows dim— it plays me false, and conjures up 
A vision that will vanish all too soon. 
Pity an old man's weakness — ah — I faint ! 

[He reclines backward, his large shucKd hatfaXU ajf, 
and Leonabd recognises his former Steward. 

Leon. Ha ! can it be? — Just Heaven ! It is 
My old and faithfiil steward ! He for whom 
I've search'd so long in vain. How strangely found ! 
What cheer, good Andrew ? Look on me again. 
Keep life awhile within thine honest heart 
I cannot lose thee thus, as soon as foimd. 
I am no spirit sent to call thee hence, 
But Leonard, your old playmate come again. — 
See, he revives ! Still Heaven is merciful ! 

And, (slowly recovering.) Do not deceive me. Speak 
again. Who art thou 1 
They told me he was dead. Thou'rt very like him. 

Leon. You speak of Leonard Stanley 1 I am he ; 
The wand'ring truant is at last retum'd. 
Welcome me home again, my kind old Mend. 

And. Home ! — Now you mock me. This is not the 
home 
Where I should welcome him. Let us go there, 
Then shall I know. Then all my doubts will vanish 
When I do see thee in that home again. 
And we shall meet your brotYiex fejc^ \» ^aRfe. 
^eon. I have been there •,— but \ie ^aaoW^ \as^ ksv^^sje^. 
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All, all, look'd strangely on me. You were gone, 
And not a soul of all the servile crew 
Would give me any tidings of your fiite. 
Instructed by their base and treacherous lord 
They spum'd me from the gate. And when I strove 
To force an entrance to my rightful home. 
Abused, insulted me, and bore me thence. 
Biit you are found, and better days will come. 
I will not now oppress your burthen'd heart 
With the sad story of my wrongs. Come in 
And take refreshment — ^by and by, we'll talk 
Of all that's happened to us since we parted. 
Where's Mabel too ? the kind and gentle nurse 
That rear'd my tender childhood. Where is she ? 
Alive and well, I trust. 

And. Ah ! my good master. 

What joy it is to see thee once again ! 

gur lot has been a hard one since you left : 
ut though depriv'd of all, we've struggled on. 
Albeit we dared not hope — 

Leon. Here, lean on me. 

And we will go within. You're stronger now. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. — An apartment in the mansion of Walter 

Stanley. 

£nter Walter Stanley, and Arthur (Am son). 

■ 

Arthur, Nay, father, urge no more. I'd rather die 
Than be the wretched executioner 
Of your vindictive and unrighteous schemes. 
If, as you say, the victim of your hate 
Is steep'd in crimes that merit vengeance, 
'Tis not for us to wreak it. We must leave 
That office to a more impartial judge. 
To raise our arm against a brother's life 
For the sole purpose of revenge, would bring 
On our own heads a heavier recompense 
Than aught we could inflict. 

Walter, I do not counsel you to violence, 
For subtlety and craft will gain our end 
More surely, and with safety to oxmk^n^^. 
^^. Enough I'll hear no moxe, ^xiJ^ ^^^ 'w^t: ^ 
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Will I now utter my determined purpose. 
Rather than live to practise such vile deeds, 
Or dig for gold in " Mammon's sordid mine " 
Where vile distrust and selfishness bear sway, 
I would abandon all the paltry wealth 
And honours of the world — ^those specious bribes 
With which you would corrupt my soul to sin. 

WaU. Then you shall be a beggar for your pains ! 
Expect not I will make provision 
For one who slights my counsels, and contemns 
Prudence as parsimony — ^thrift as meanness. 
I know too well the value of my gains 
To lavish them upon a reckless spendthrift. 
Who with extravagant and costly licence 
(Which he forsooth calls liberality) 
Would squander all my precious hard-eam'd store. 

Art. I do not fear the ills of poverty, 
But much I fear the base designs, which lust 
Of wealth have urged you to discover. 
Ponder no more upon them — stifle them 
In your bosom ere they break forth in act. 
Not all the riches that the world can give 
Are half so precious as a stainless soul. 

WcUt. Fool, blockhead, — dolt ! How little dost thovL 
know 
Hie value of these precious, precious YvoaT^'e»\ 
^rf. WZiafiseiTiceliave they done '^^oxx'^ ^^^^V^"^"^^ 



52 THE FAIRY PINE. 

Is banish'd for away, and joyous mirth 
Finds no admittance in our cheerless home ; 
While coward fear and base suspicion 
Wait ever on our footsteps. I — ^your only son, 
Instead of being cherish'd by your love, 
Am frown'd upon and thwarted day by day ; 
And now am threatened with relentless hate. 

Walt, Why is it so, most nush and thankless boy, 
But that you bid defiance to my will ? 
Know that your very soul igf forfeited 
As surety for the lands and wealth I own. 
And if you follow not my stem commands 
And yield your conscience to fulfil my plans, 
Sharp penury, and toil, and indigence 
Will be your portion — even to the grave. [Exit. 

Art. Then farewell riches. Welcome poverty ! 
Hail ! honesty, industry, and healthfiil toil — 
This dreadful bondage will I bear no more, 
But henceforth seek elsewhere for bed and board. 

[Going. 

Enter Giles. 

Giles. I've made so bold as to look in upon your honour, 
just to tell you of a wonderfoL i^vecft of ^ood luck that has 
happened to a poor neighbour oi Tciu'^ ^awa.^^\v\^, VSw 
^/"a sudden, there has sprung ui^ m'^ ^i^^\i^^^^\«^KBs. 
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cal curiosity " I think they call it. Now, no offence I 
hope, your honour, but I was a-thinking if you could 
manage to get the Prince to see it, it might be the making 
of the poor fellow, for though he's rather above us common 
sort of folks, as one may say, he's very industrious, and 
works hard for a small pittance enough, as we all do in 
these times, €rod knows. Could you come along with me 
now and see it f 

Art, 111 go with you willingly, Giles, and see this 
wonderful " botanical curiosity," as you so learnedly call 
it. [iim^.] Perhaps I may learn a lesson of industry 
which will stand me in good stead just now. Lead the 
way, my good fellow. 



ScBNE II. — Leonard's Garden and Cottage. 

Enter Arthur Stanley and Giles ; the latter knocks at the 
cottage door, while Arthur looks in admiration at the 
garden. 

Enter Leonard. 

Giles. Here he is, neighbom* ; I told you I 'd bring him. 
Art. If I intrude, pray pardon me. 
Leon. You 're welcome, sir. 
u/ft I thank jrou for your coiirtesy . 
71u8 is a, lovely spot. The garden too 
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Is veiy beautiful ! You have, indeed, 
Displayed much taste and skill in its array ; 
Justly may you be proud to have produced 
A plant so rare and curious as this. 

Leon. I cannot boast that any skill of mine 
Produced it. 

GUes. Tush ! You 're modest, man, 

Take all the credit you can get It is 
Not often that such poor men as we are 
Have aught to boast of Let not modesty 
Come in the way of your good fortune, then, 
But take the best it offers and be wise. 

Leon. Nay, nay, mine honest friend, tho'. you mean well, 
Your counsel is not good. Remember this, 
When fortune tempts us to pervert the truth 
That we may win her fervours, be assured 
The fickle jade has some sly trick in hand 
To lead us on to ruin. Never trust her. 
But keep the ways of truth and honesty, 
And you may rest secure, whatever betide, 
As having that she cannot rob you of 

Giles. Well, Leonard, you are right. But yet 'tis hard 
To see the rich rogue prosper in his gains. 
While the poor honest man can scarcely get 
I^hod for his hungry children. 
Z^^. (to Giles.) Oh I euvy uoX. >u\i^ t^sSc^ ^Vsai^ '^as?^ 

chsAuB 
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Bind them to Mammon's shrine, and drag tiieir soul 
To darkness and perdition. Bear in mind 
How much more noble is an honest heart 
Under a rustic garb, than craft and guile, 
Though drest in all the splendour of a court 

Art. {to Leon.) Good, sir ! I sought your dwelling in 
the hope. 
The vain, proud hope, that I could do you service, — 
You, firom whose lips I have but just now heard 
Words of such truth and wisdom, that I feel, 
Most keenly feel, the utter worthlessness 
Of any service my poor means can render 
To one whose wealth so &r surpasses mine. 
Thus often do the rich in this world's goods. 
Offer their paltry dross to those, whose souls 
Have treasures &r beyond the scope of earth, 
iTen in those hallow'd spheres where rust and moth 
Corrupt not, nor destroy. — Forgive me, sir. 

Leon. My gentle friend, take the best thanks I have. 
I am no churl to scorn your kind intent. 
But freely, with a true and grateful heart. 
Accept your proffer'd service. 

Giles. Well done ! friend Leonard ! spoken like a man ; 
rU bet my life, that my yoimg master here 
Will do you a good turn and no tmafcskfe \ 
He 18 a dowmigbt honest gentlemaii, 
Not one of those false, shallow pTOixa«et^ 
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Who never keep their word, — ^but soiind and trua 

But to the point at onoe, for this fine talk, 

Though it sounds well, yet it is nought 

Until it's matched with deed. So as I said, 

We '11 to it without more words. He knows the Princ^ 

Is fiivour'd by him as a trusty friend, 

And he will use that fevour for your good 

If you will let him. — Master, is *t not so ? 

Art. I'll do my best to serve him. 

Giles, Why that 's well said. The bai^gain 's stmdk at 
once, 
So I will to my work, and blithely too. 

[JExit. 

Leon, Aye, as the lark that carols in the sky 
And tunes his matin song of love and joy ; 
Then when his task is done, with calm content 
Sinks to the earth and finds his lowly nest 

Art. Would that such peaceful happiness were mine ! 
Ah ! not unrecompensed his low estate 
Who, fr^e from envious and repining thoughts, 
Pursues the imambitious path of toil ; 
Yet prompt at every caU of sympathy 
To aid his fellow pilgrims on their way 
To higher fortime, though to him denied* — 
Maj' I now ask a favour at yowx YiwbA&I 
^^ou. What is it, sir 1 
^rt. Will you make m© a ao\ioV«x m ^^^ ^>5N- 
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Which you have practised with so much success I 

For I have now no other maintenance 

Than what these hands can help me to obtain. 

Lean, How can that be ? I thought jou were the son 
Of — ^the rich man who dwells in yonder mansion. 
You can have nought to do with poverty 
Except in gen'rous pity of its woes. 

Art, "lis true I am his son, his only son. 
But I have forfeited his &vour, which 
Albeit I grieve to lose, I dare not win 
Upon such hard conditions as his will 
Would bind me to. Thus I am banish'd, 
Thrust from my home, aye, disinherited, 
And now must labour for my daily bread. 

Leon. Indeed ! this tale 's a sad one. But tell me, 
What are those hard conditions which you dread ? 
Surely your fears must have outweigh'd your reason 
That you should risk your father's wrath, and lose 
The Mr reversion of those goodly acres. 

Art, Which to obtain, alas ! my ruthless sire 
Would have me forfeit my estate in heaven. 
Oh, sir ! I had not thought to pour my griefs 
Into a stranger's ear, but your kind words 
And gentle aspect tempt me to unlock 
My burdened heart, which yeama to ^om %3^\fSNR«sAs^ 
An only Mend, 

-^^^^ Grood youth, {eax Tio\* \ft «^««fi8-> 
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For I am one whose heart is more attuned 
To grief than joy. 

Art. I had a mother once 

Whose tender care nurtured my childish years, 
If she had lived I should not want a Mend ; 
But she is resting in the quiet grave. 
She bid me put my trust in Heaven, and try 
For her sake to cherish my stem father. 
'Twas his unkindness made her pine away 
Into an early grave, and leave me thus. 
When she was gone I tried to do her bidding, 
And love my sire, despite his suUen frown. 
But ever and anon he spum'd me from him 
And chid me with unkindness. Years pass'd on ; 
But as I grew to manhood he would scan 
My countenance, with eager look and frequent. 
Seeming to pierce into my very soul 
With scrutinizing glance, as if to read 
The troubled thoughts that weigh'd my spirit down; 
So that at times I fear'd to meet his eye. 
All at once he grew more gentle towards me, 
Talk'd to me of his riches, — said that I, 
His only son, would one day be a man 
That all the world might envy for my wealth. 
S^e told me J that as I was fast -vet^xi!^ 
Into manhood, he must make nv^ \^^ %rv«vA^ 
^od open all his secret pnrpoae^. 
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Then did he pour into my list'ning ear, 

But by degrees, with artful circumstance, 

Which might extenuate his share of guilt, 

Such hellish tales of avaricious &aud, 

That, with averted and aflBrighted fiwje, 

I ask'd him who the Deemon was of whom 

He spake. — At this he laugh'd and tum'd away ; 

Call'd me a little fool, a simpleton ; 

Said, as he found I could not understand 

His meaning, he would some day explain it 

And then he left me. But, alas ! for me. 

My startled senses were awaken'd ; 

And too soon I guess'd, in every word 

He utter'd afterwards, the fearfiil truth. 

But not to dwell longer on the prefiEWje, 

I will hasten on to the occasion 

Of our parting. — He came to me this morning 

With agitated mien and fearful look. 

Declared that now the time was come when he 

Must, without delay, divulge the compact 

By which alone he could retain his wealth. — 

For the first time, I leam'd he had a brother. 

Leon. Did he confess so much ? Haply remorse 
Hath touch'd his heart, and even now he longs 
To expiate — 

^rf. He named him. aa a NiiSiaMi 

Who bad deeply wrong'd him. Tbait ^\5\ft V^^^^^ 
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He was in danger, e'en from day to day, 
From his perfidious and most base designa 

Leon. Is it possible % 

Art, Then, he urged me on pain of his displeasure 
To be the instrument of his revenge. 
Hinted a deadly purpose, and at last, 
When rendered desperate by my refusal 
To listen to his dreadful argument, 
Denounced me as a mean and treacherous coward, 
No longer to be trusted, threaten'd me 
With penury and want— and so we parted. 

Le(m. Behold the brother then whose life he seeks 
For I am he ! — Wilt thou redeem thy wealth ? 
Then take my life I 

Art. Ha ! no, it cannot be, — 

You are no villain. 

Leon. But I am his brother. 

His elder brother, and the rightful heir 
Of all that wealth which he so dearly prizes 
That to preserve it he would sell his soul. 
Alas ! my brother, art thou fall'n so low ! 
The love of money is a fearful sin. 
When virtue, love, and all affections pure 
That ought to govern or direct the will. 
Are overruled by covetous desires. 
Would I bad died ere thou\iadat\i^«vv^«as^^i^^\ 
^r^. Amazement seals my \v^\ e»xi\X>^^>ife^^ 
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Leon. Now listen while I tell thee. In our youth, 

I and thy &ther were two orphans left, 

The only relics of an ancient house. 

Myself the elder, bore my &.ther's sword 

To foreign lands, our country's cause to aid. 

My brother, to more peaceful arts inclined, 

Remain' d at home and follow'd the pursuits 

Of merchandise, to which his thrifty mind 

Gave earnest heed. To him I left the care 
. Of all the patrimony that I held 

As being the eldest bom, in confidence 

That he would &ithfully discharge the trust 

I had reposed in him, till my return. 

Content was I to leave the management 

Of my affairs to his sole guidance 

As to the faithful guardian of my rights. 

By adverse fortune cross'd, I was detain'd 

For many years, far from my native land ; 

But still your fiather sent from time to time 

The proceeds, as he told me, of the lands 

He held in trust as my inheritance. 

They were but small, — still I suspected nought 

Of evil or of fraud, — until at length 

Some ugly rumours reach'd me, that my brother 

Had spread abroad reports that I was dead, 

Then seized my landa and claim'd tiiem «&>m& q^rx^. 
In right of bis succession. 
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Art, Did you not 

Inform him of his error ? 

Leon, It happen'd 

That at that very time I was prepared 
To make return, so I sent him notice 
Of my coming. Albeit I gave no heed 
To any tidings that would cast a doubt 
Upon his truth or virtue, whom I loved 
With all a brother's fondness. Soon I reach'd 
My native shores, and hastened to the home 
Made dearer by long absence. So eager 
Was I to embrace once more the brother 
Of my childhood, that memory skipp'd o'er 
The lapse of years that since had intervened, 
And took me back to those most joyous days 
When, hand in hand, and heart to heart, imited, 
We shared each other's boyish griefs and joys. 
Now mark the sequel. Dost thou hear me 1 

Art. Aye, 

Indeed I do, and listen eagerly. 

Leon. I stood before the well-known door, to wait 
Admission, almost impatient that it 
Open'd not at my touch as heretofore. 
Anon a bolt was carefully withdrawn, 
Then a strange face peer'd forth to know my will 
And who I was. Which was no sooner told 
Than hastily the door was closed again ! 
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Surprised and somewhat angry to be left 
Outside, and dealt with like a common groom, 
I vented my displeasure on the huge 
And ponderous knocker, making it ring 
With a reverberate and deaf 'ning sound. 
The door was once more open'd. Now attend. 
By half-a-dozen ruffians was I seized, 
O'erpower'd, pinion'd, then dragg'd oiff to prison. 

Art, Good God ! upon what warrant did they dare ? 

Leon, Your &ther, being justice of the peace. 
Himself abused his office to consign 
His only brother to a common jail ! 

Art. On what offence could he commit you ? 

Leon. A warrant was presented to the effect 
I must be detained as an impostor 
And a disturber of the public peace. 

Art, Nay, but tell me. Could you not prove your right 
To claim admittance ? Were you recognised 
By any in the household as being 
The rightful owner 1 They surely could not 
Have done you this injustice. 

Leon, None knew me. 

Your &ther would not see me, and the old 
And &ithful servants I had left in charge 
Were all dismiss'd, nor could I tidings gain 
Of those for whom I ask'd. — But to proceed. 
After some time a messenger was sent 
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To offer me conditions of release. 

Art, Ah, that was well ! What were the conditions ? 

Leon, If I woiQd sign a deed relinquishing 
All right and title to my own domain, 
Then freedom would be granted me. If not, 
Bonds and perpetual imprisonment 
Were all the portion I was like to have. 

Art. Oh, monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Leon. Yet hear me further. 

I have an only child, — a daughter dear. 
She all this while was left without a friend 
To guide or lead her in the thorny path 
Of the world's wilderness. To leave her thus, 
Deserted and alone, was wretchedness 
Such as I could not bear to contemplate. 
Yet if I sign'd the deed, and so obtain'd 
My freedom, then I forfeited the lands, 
And rendered destitute myself and child. 

Art. And could you be prevail'd on to do this? 

Leon. In my perplexity, I saw no means 
By which I coiQd escape the cruel snare 
Thus laid to entrap me. t ask'd for time 
To ponder on the matter, — ^this was given. 
Meanwhile I sought for help and guidance where 
Tw never sought in vain. At the footstool 
Of Jehovah I pour'd fortii my igncayet. — 
'2\m8 answered. — ^That very \Mne,\5aa\«^^'t 
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Whose duty every night it was to see 
The prison doors made fest, was negligent 
In making mine secure. I made my escape. 

Art, Thank Heaven you did ! but what befel you then ? 

Leon. I stood beneath the vault of heaven once more 
A free, unfetter'd man ! and though bereft 
Of home, of heritage, and all that erst 
Had seem'd so precious, I contemn'd them all. 
And hail'd sweet Liberty as the best gift 
I could be bless'd with. I sought my child, 
And hasten'd to embrace that dearest pledge 
Of former happiness and present joy. 
Since then this humble cot has been our home. 
Here we have dwelt in safe obscurity ; 
And though at times disturbed with anxious thoughts. 
Yet on the whole content and thankfulness 
Have been the guests most cherish'd in our hearts ; 
Knowing that Providence will find a time. 
When He sees fit, to justify our cause. 

Art, What shall I say? I can no longer doubt. — 
I've lost a fether, but an uncle found 
Whose rights I must defend without delay. 

Unter Edith. 

Edith, My dearest father ! 

Wiere bast thou been, my child 1 
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Edith, Only to the farm. 

The dear good-wife promised to take my eggs 
And sell them at the market. Was't not kind 1 

Leon. Indeed it was. 

Edith, (aside to her father, seeing Arthur,) I've seen that 
gentleman : 
It is the noble youth I told you of. 
How came he here, dear father ? Tell me. 

[They converse apart. 

Art, Beautiful vision ! 'tis the same that cross'd 
My path the other day, and ever since 
A gentle light hath beam'd upon my heart. 
How marvellous, that I should meet her thus 
Again, and hear her call him Either ! — 
This gentle lady, is she indeed your daughter 1 

Leon. She is my only child, and I possess 
A treasure in her love and duteous care. 

Art, How beautiful she is ! Nature's own flower, 
The feirest of the garden. Oh, how quickly 
All other beauties fade before her charms. 
Sweet girl — may I presimie to kiss your hand 1 

[Advances towards Edith. 

Leon, She is not used to courtly phrase, good sir. 
Nature's her only mt)nitor, and in 
Her works she sees a thousand things more fair 
And lovely — so that flatt'nng^ox^X^o'tet 
^ould seem as false and idle mocVerj. — 



THE FAIRY PINE. 67 

The unaocustom'd mode of your address 
Already hath purpled her modest sense. 
Forbear then further speech of ceremony, 
And enter with us in our poor abode, 
Where she will welcome you with homely cheer. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — An apartment in the Tvouse of Walter Stanley. 

Enter Walter. 

Walt. Arthur not yet retum'd ! This wayward mood 
I fear is still upon him. Yet the threat 
I lurged one would have thought enough to bring 
Him to his senses. —I saw him last with Giles : 
111 send for him forthwith, and question him. 
What, ho ! without ? [Enter a servant 

Seek for the rascal Giles, and send him here. 

[Exit servant. 
It cannot be that he defies my power. 
If so the danger's rife, and I must find 
Some other way to force him to submit. 

ErUer Giles. 

How now, sirrah ] — ^Where is your young master ? 

GHles. Please jour honour, 1 doii!! exaxJOc^ "^Kass^ -'^^^asst^ 
be is at this preaent moment. 
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Walt, You saucy loon, give me a better answer. 
Where did you see him last ? 

Giles. Oh — I ask your honour's pardon, I saw him last 
at the cottage of Leonard the gardener ; but he has had a 
great deal of business on his hands since then. So I don't 
know where he may be by this time. 

Walt. What business do you speak of ] Tell me. 

Giles {after a short pause). Oh ! business of all sorts, yV 
honour — a good deal of business altogether. 

Walt. Now answer me directly, or you '11 rue it. 
Tell me what business. 

Griles. So I will, your honour, if you'll have a little 
patience. But I must think where to begin. — Let me see 
— First and foremost, he has been to the Prince about 
that 'ere wonderful plant that grew in Leonard's garden. 

Walt. What plant was that ? 

Giles. Why a most wonderful plant, y'r honour, that 
sprung up in a night. It is suspected that the fiiiries had a 
hand in it, for in the morning there was a fairy ring to be 
seen all round it. However that may be, the Prince was 
mightily astonished and pleased with it ; indeed, would 
have given any money for it ; but if you *11 believe me, that 
foolish fellow Leonard offered it to him gratis ! that is, for 
nothing but the honour of the thing ! 

^aU, That did not show his wisdom, certainly. 
^i'/^. I thought you would ^igcee m>iXi \aa Ssi ''Jws^^^'r 
honour. 
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Walt. Doubtless the Prince received it on such terms ? 

Giles, No; not exactly, for you see he would not be 
outdone in generosity, so he sent Leonard a great piece of 
gold in return. Afterwards the Prince sent for him, and 
they had a deal of talk together. Folks do say there's 
some secret matter going on that will come out by and 
by j but as I know's nothing about it, I'm mum. 

Walt. My good fellow, did you say that the Prince gave 
a great piece of gold in return for a plant ? 

Giles. It 's as true as I stand here, y'r honour. 

Walt. Why bless me ! I've got things much better worth 
his acceptance than a single plant. I'll see whether I 
can't make an offering to his Highness. I'U think on't 
by and by. But, sirrah, this has nothing to do with 
my son. 

Giles. Please y'r honour, I've a notion it has a good deal 
to do with him, for he too is often closeted with the 
Prince, and it's thought there's some mystery in it. 

Walt Ha ! mystery, is there ? I like not that. 

Giles. 1 don't know for certain ; it's only what I think. 

WaM. Pooh, pooh ! what you think is of no conse- 
quence. Go and find my son, and let him know that I 
desire his presence here. [Exit. 

Giles {solv^). 1 did'nt tell the old gentleman how fond 
young master is become of gardemTi^, ^csA \^ss^ ^^ "^ 
cherishing and making love to the " "FaVt 11^^:^^ ^^^"^^ 
her, I'm glad I kept that to myseVi ^ 
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Ee-enter Walter Stanley/ 

Walt. The fellow's gone ; I would have questioned him 
farther about that piece of gold. However, I will present 
something to the Prince myself; for if a paltry plant 
procured so generous a return, what will not my gift be 
worth ? 



ACT III. 



Scene I. — Interior of Leonard's cottage, Edith discovered 
arranging flowers in a vase. She looks out occasionally 
and listens. 

Edith. Oh, Arthur, Arthur — when wilt thou return ? 
While thou art absent all looks blank and cheerless ; 
The day seems dark, the sun obscures his rays, 
And sorrowing clouds dissolve in tearful dew. 
The flowers lose their fragrance, and the birds 
Tune their sweet voices to a mournful note. 
Refresh us with thy gladsome presence soon, 
E*en as the rainbow dissipates the storm ; 
For thou art bright and beautiful and good. 
All noble things in earth, or air, or sky, 
I've liken'd thee unto : — the stately eagle ^ 
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That gazes' fearless on the mid-day sun ; 
E'en to the sun himself, but that he is 
Too dazzling bright — too inaccessible. 
Then, as the evening star shot forth his rays, 
Fve thought of thee again — ^but too cold 
And distant are his clear and radiant beams. 
Thus hath my fency roved, until I felt 
There's nothing in all nature's wondrous works 
So glorious, yet so gracious, as thyself. — 
Hist ! — I thought I heard his footstep. 
'Tis he ! How my heart beats at his approach ! 

EtvUv Arthur. 

I'm very glad to see you back again. 

Art, Hast thou been watching ? Is that flower for me ? 

Edith, No, not that — ^it is not sweet enough ; — 
Here is a violet, — ^that 's my fav'rite flower ; 
For in some shelter'd nook it hides its head 
Among its own green leaves, not courting praise. 
Yet sheds around a fragrance of such virtue 
That it is ever sought for and beloved. 
May I be like the modest violet ! 

Art, Dost thou not love the rose ? 

Edith, It is most beautiful I the (^vieati ot^o^'esc^i^ 
Were la stately princess, ihen ttie to^ 
Should be my emblem j for ttoxigYi ^«®av£i^ ^^^^^-^ 
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'Tis hedged about with thorns, and must not be 
Approach'd too freely, or too carelessly, — 
Thus it is justly call'd the Queen of Flowers. 

Art. Yet I will liken thee to one more sweet 
Than either — 'tis the lily of the vale. 
Whose piu*e white bells resemble thee 
Both in their sweetness and their purity : 
And I will call thee then my own sweet Lily. — 
Still thou hast not found a flower for me. 

Edith. I have compared thee to the crown imperial. 
The lily tall, and graceful oleander. 
But they have fail'd in some defect they have 
To bear the just resemblance that I seek. 
Thou'rt more like a noble forest tree : — 
The lofty elm, the pine, or silver birch — 
But that is called the " Lady of the forest " — 
Thus T forget myself, in this wild talk. 
Oh, sing to me, and that will make me mute. 
See, I have strung the lute — 'tis ready here. 

Art. Nay, I could listen to thy gentle voice 
The livelong day, and never wish for silence. 
Its notes are sweeter than the nightingale's, 
" Far above singing " is its soft low sound. 

Edith. You promised you would sing on your return, 
And you must keep your woid. Tli'wx. take the lute. 
^r^. Well; I wiU do your \AA!5A.\i^^\^^\Vw^ 
^e memory of an antique son^ >n^ ^\. "Os^a^ ^^. 
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Song." 



" There is a garden in her face, 

Where roses and white lilies grow ; 

A heavenly paradise is that place, 
Wherein all pleasant fruits do grow. 

There cherries grow that none may buy. 

Till Cherry ripe themselves do cry. 

" Those cherries feirly do enclose 
Of orient pearl a double row, 
Which when her lovely laughter shows 

They look like rose-buds fiU'd with snow. 
Yet them no peer nor prince may buy 
Till Cherry ripe themselves do cry. 

" Her eyes like angels watch them still ; 
Her brows like bended bows do stand, 
Threat'ning with piercing frowns to kUl 

All that approach with eye or hand 
Those sacred cherries to come nigh 
Till Cherry ripe themselves do cry." 

Art. Repeat the last line, — wilt thou not, dearest ? 
was the ancient fashion to join in chorus — 

Tiy didst thou not so ? 

* Richard Alison, 1606. Vide " ChmbftT^' C^Oio^^&^va. ^1 ^^^^ 
ratare.'* 
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Edith. I was not ready. — E'en now I am not. 
Here comes my flatlier. \She goes to meet him. 

Enter Leonard. 

Leon, I thought I heard the soimd of Arthur's lute. 
Is he so soon retum'd ? 

Edith Soon, father ! He was gone away 
So very long. You could not think it soon. 

Leon. Indeed I did. What tidings hast thou brought ? 

Art. To-morrow is the day the Prince appoints 
To grant us audience. — The time is noon. 
He begs you will attend, and bring with you 
Andrew, the steward, and the lovely Edith. 
The Prince most strictly hath enjoin'd her presence. 

Edith. Mine — ^alas ! what shall I do ? My rustic dress 
And homely manners — ill will they befit 
The state and splendour of the Prince's court. 
Oh, let me stay at home. I cannot go. 

Leon. Fear not, my child. Thy Either goes with thee. 
As for thy dress — ^waste not a thought upon it. 
A simple garb of white, with wild flowers crown'd. 
Emblems of spotless innocence, which is 
A virgin's fairest best attire, wiU grace 
Thy form much better than the gorgeous robes 
Of fashion's votaries — ^this then thou must wear. 
^nd if thy rustic mannera lacV \\xft ««% 
Which high-bred dames and co\u:t\5 \>^'^^^ ^a^^xssNfc. 
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Be not dismay'd. Humility doth more 
Become thy poor estate, and hapless fortune. 
The light elastic step of joyous health, 
The downcast look of blushing modesty 
Which overspreads a virgin's cheek, when praise 
Is whisper'd in her ear, or soft emotions 
Wield gentle sway over her heart of hearts ; — 
The pearly tear that trembles in her eye 
When pity, love, or melting tenderness 
Touch her soft bosom with their artless tale ; — 
The ingenuous brow that tells so feithfuUy 
Of all the noble thoughts that glow within ; 
These — ^these are nature's offsprings and become 
A humble maiden like thyself far more 
Than all the arts that modish forms affect. 

Edith, Ah 1 if I can approve myself to thee 
And to this gentle friend, 'tis all I wish. 

Art. Sweet girl, whate'er you do confirms my love ; 
Nor can I yet conceive a fairer grace 
That nature has not granted you withal. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. — Moonlight. — Leonard's Cottage and Garden. 
Enter Titania and other Fairies. 



Tie. Come, ye faya and fairies «i31. 
Come, attend unto my call, 
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Now's the time, while mortals sleep, 
We our feiry revels keep. 
Let us then the honey sip 
Deftly with our fairy Hp. 
From the rose-bud rob the dew. 
And taste the sweets of violet blue ; 
Press the juice of nectar fine 
That lurks within the cluster'd vine. 
All that comes within our reach. 
Melting plum and blooming peach, 
From them each our portion take, 
And a merry feast we'U make. 
When our moonlight revels end, 
Then away we '11 swiftly wend ; 
Skim the wave and mount the air. 
Free from earthly toil and care. 

Erder Ariel. 

Ariel. Hail to thee ! our feiry queen. 
On thine errand have I been. 
Tit, Welcome, spirit ! quickly tell, — 

Hast thou done mine errand well ? 
Ar, Mistress, I have found the youth, 
And the fairest maid in sooth 
That my eyes had ever ^aew, 
FTafld'ring in the mea^o^ft ^^^iv. 
There I heard tliem pV^^^^ >^^«« "^^^^ 
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As I hover'd near them both, 
And unseen by mortal ken 
I have traced them home again. 
In this cottage do they dwell. — 
That is all I have to tell. 
'U. Ariel, you must watch them still, 
Guard the maiden from all ill. 
She is virtuous, chaste and fair. 
And deserves thy choicest care. 
To-morrow doth the nymph resort 
To where the Prince now holds his court. 
Be 't your task to tend the fe.ir, 
And with her to the court repair. 
We will other feiries take 
And her simple toilet make. 
Loveliest roses they must seek 
Wherewith to tint her beauteous cheek. 
In the ringlets of her hair 
Waving o'er her neck so fair. 
Each airy sylph must softly creep 
And from their mazy windings peep, 
Bright*ning with their fiiiry eyes 
Each flowing ringlet as it lies. 
Some with soft and winning grace 
Shade her sweet and modest face ; 
Others o'er her eyebrows stray, 
Or in her laughhig dimples play. 
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Adding grace to every charm, 
Yet shielding her from ill or harm. 

Chorus of Fairies. 

Now we 11 dance a merry round, 

For this place is fairy ground. 

When daylight peeps we '11 make an end, 

And to our various tasks attend. 

[Fairies dance and Exeunt, 

Scene III. — A room in the Prince's Palace. 

Enter the Prince with Attendants, Arthur Stanley, 
Leonard, Edith, Andrew and Mabel. 

Prince. Urged by the noble counsel of this youth, 
Who with such generous ardour pleads your cause 
As to forbid all memory of his own. 
We have with our best judgment weigh'd your claim. 
And do pronounce it just and honourable. 
These fidthful witnesses confirm the truth 
Of all you have declared. Their honest joy 
At seeing, face to face, the master whom 
They moum'd as dead, is surely proof enough, 
Back'd by our former trusty evidence. 
That you have been most foully dispossess'd. 
It only now remains for us to see 
Justice perform'd upon your recreant brother, 
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By whose most wicked and unrighteous fraud 
You have so deeply suffer'd. 

Enter a Servant 

Ser. So please your highness, there is one below 
Who begs admission to your royal presence. 
His name is Walter Stanley, and he comes 
Laden with gifts both rare and curious. 
Which he would offer at your highness' feet. 

Leon. Ha ! Walter here 1 

Art, Surely it cannot be ! 

Prince, *Tis well ! my friends, this is a strange encounter. 
Justice brooks no delay ; but vindicates 
Her outraged laws in bringing this culprit 
Of his own will unto our judgment seat. 
Admit him straight. His visit is well timed. 

[Exit Servant, 
and re-enters J bringing in Walter Stanley. 

Walt, {starting.) S'death ! what do I see ! my brother here ! 
And Arthur too. He has betray*d me, then. 
I see it all. Ah ! ruin is at hand ! 
Prince. How now, my friend ? what wouldst thou have 

with us ? 
Walt, {confusedly.) My liege, I'll stay your leisure. 
Pardon me, the time is not well chosen, 
I win retire and wait a fitter season 
& which to pay my duty to your gmce. 
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Prince. No time so good as now. You are the man 
We were about to summon to our presence. 
Why do you shrink, and frown, and look aghast. 
As if an adder stung you ? Here are friends. 
Will ye not greet your brother — and your son ? 

Walt I — I know that youth, my son, but for the other, 
I know not him. Though I must confess 
The sight of him at first did startle me ; 
For he is like a brother I had once. 
Who now is in his grave. Fool that I was 
To think the tomb could render up its dead. 

Leon. Walter, thou didst not think so. 
Too well thou know'st I live. Disown me not. 
Call me thy brother once again. That name 
Hath power to animate the lifeless root 
Of natural affection clinging round 
The coldest heart. Oh ! let it live again. 
What ! shall the icy chill of avarice 
Dam up the current of a brother's love ? 

Walt Awsij ! I have no brother. 

Leon. Ah, say not so ! I '11 be thy brother still. 
Walter, though thou 'st heap'd upon my head 
A thousand injuries, they are forgiven, — 
AH, all, forgiven. Were they a thousand more 
I still would, pardon, so thou wouldst henceforth 
Abjure that fatal lust of ^eaMi, ^\5i^ ^scw^ 
^J" wretched soul down to t\xe \otq^ oi V^^. 
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Art. Dost thou not hear him, father 1 
Wilt thou still refuse to call him brother 1 
Periah the sordid dross that hath so long 
Enslaved thy being with its dreadful yoke ! 
Do not repel the gushing tide of love 
That pours its healing waters o'er the soul ; 
But give it way, imtil thy stubborn heart 
Is sofben'd o'er with penitential tears. 

WcUt What 1 do ye take me for a drivelling fool, 
To bid me render up my precious gains. 
That I have watch'd and toil'd for night and day. 
To the first beggar that would take them from me ? 
I've worshipp'd them with fasts and midnight vigils, 
And gloated o'er them with a lover's joy. 
And shall I yield them while the pulse of life 
Beats in my veins and I have power to clutch them ? 
No ! dearer far to me than brother, — son. 
Or even life itself are those bright treasures. 
Would I could take them with me to the grave ! 

Prince, Enough, ill-guided man ! Since you are deaf 
To every call of nature and affection, 
Then hear the judgment which I now pronoimce. 
Your lands and treasures all — ^are forfeited ; — 
You must restore your brother's rightful claim, 
Whose generous forbearance hitherto 
Makes It most meet we should 'wittiouV. ^"^wj 
Stablisb the right m long withlield ftoTCi\vvca- 

Q 



82 THE FAIBY PINE. 

The law has still another hold on you 

For a design against your brother's life. 

Its sternest penalty we have remitted 

Upon his earnest pleadings to a fine ; 

That paid — go hide your miserable head 

In some lone desert spot where none may hear 

Of the base wretch who bartered all for gold ! 

Wait, {aside.) They know not of my secret hoards, I can 
Secure them yet. I will about it straight. 

[Goinff. 

Prince. Let him not escape. Secure him, guards. 

[They lay hold on Walter. 
Leonard, we tender you our royal warrant 
Forthwith to take possession of those lands, 
Together with all that appertains thereto, 
Now by your brother held unlawfully. 

Leon. So please you, good my lord, I am content 
That he shaU give me up but half the land. 
If he consent to let the other half 
Upon his death revert imto his son, 
Whom he but lately threaten'd to cut off 
From his hereditary right. That done, 
I promise the same gift unto my daughter. 
And as I know the youth hath interchanged 
The sacred vows of love with my sweet child, 
And she hath yielded up her virgin heart 
Upon the altar of his true affection ; 
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Well consummate the work we have in hand 
By joining these our children in the ties 
Of holy wedlock ; and so terminate 
Our jarring discords with the notes of love. 

Prince, So let it be. — In all that thou hast done 
Thou'st shown an honest and an upright heart. 
Virtue, like beauty, in itself complete, 
Requires not foreign aid to set it off, 
But, by its own intrinsic merit shines 
With bright, though modest radiance. 
This is the nobility of nature, 
That needs no meretricious ornament. 
No robe or star to blazon forth its glory. 
I am incompetent to recompense, 
According to their meed, your high deservings ; 
But, as a token of the just esteem 
In which I hold such honoiuuble worth, 
Wear this for me, and henceforth be my friend. 

[The Prince places a gold chain round Leonard's neck. 

Prince, Now will we celebrate the nuptial rite 
Which makes these lovers one. We '11 join their hands, 
May love and bliss connubial join their hearts, 
In mutual happiness, and may no shade 
Of discontent or sorrow doud their imion. 
StiU cherish virtue. Shun the love of gold; 
It is that fatal snare which our arch foe 
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Makes use of to destroy the souls of men. 
Oh then avoid it ever. Be content 
With the safe mean 'tween- poverty and wealth ; 
The food convenient and the peaceful lot 
Which a kind Providence assigns to those 
Who thankfully receive His gracious gifts, 
And humbly trust in his unfailing care. 

[Exet 



THE END. 
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In the press, uniform with the above, third edition, 

BAKEWELL'S 
PHILOSOPHICAL CONVERSATIONS. 

Mn%tXBUt>. 



Ninth edition, 12mo., Cloth, price 58., 
A NEW TREATISE ON 

THE GAME OF CHESS. 

BY GEORGE WALKER, ESQ. 



ifir^trr f^alh Flfttue» & ®0m ^atnuo^tet Slofo. 




INSTRUCTIVE & AMUSING WORKS 
Fov the Touiig. 




New edition, in foolscap 8vo., price 3s., 

THE MANUAL OF HERALDRY. 
Zititjft Jfoux ?^undred lEngtabing^ on JHool). 



Just published, foolscap Sto., price 3s., in Cloth, 

A NEW MANUAL OF PERSPECTIVE 

FOR ALL CLASSES. 

XUuf^tratel) bg numctou$( lEnstabingjs. 



In preparation, uniform with the above, and on the 

same plan, 

A NEW WORK ON 

GEOGRAPHY. 

iPopuhdg tZTreatel). 

PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED. 



ftrtj^ut Hall, Firtue, $r @o., ^atctno^tct Slofo. 
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INSTRUCTIVE & AMUSING WORKS 
For the Toung. 



DOOcCzOOc 




New Christmas Book for Children. 

In super-royal 16mo., price 68., 
THE 

JUVENILE CALENDAR, 

AMD 

S^ol^iac of Jflofonn. 

BY MRS. T. K. HERVEY, 

Profasely niustrated by Richard Doyle. 



In foolscap 8vo., price 5s., 

Embellished with Numerous Engravings, 
THE ILLUSTRATED YEAR BOOK 



OF 



aSConl^er^, ?Ebent$(> and St^cobetfe^* 

EDITED BY 

A POPULAR AUTHOR. 



i 



^rtfiur f^all, ITfrtue, & ®0m W^twj^Ut l^ofo. 



J. RIckerby, Piinter»ShetbounvlAtve. 



